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The Baby for Me.

I have heard about babies angelic,
With a heavenly look in their eyes,
And hair like the sunbeams of morning
When first they appear in the skies,

< T won't go back to prison,” he whis-
pered, between his set teeth.

¢ You need not,” she said, simply, and

led him to her own chamber,

There was positively no other place
s ; that was safe from the siriet search that
And smiles like ‘t!m gmiles of a cherub, she knew wounld be instituted as soon as

And months like the buds of a rose, ' he was discovered to be missing. | She
And themselves like the lilies and daises  procured him some garments which had
And every sweet flower that grows. | belonged to her brother, and she got him
' such food as would be safe for him to eat
My baby’s the jolliest baby after his long fast.
That any one ever did see; _ | He regarded all her movements with
1 here's nothing angelic about him, | the ineredulous wonderment of a child.
But he's just the right baby for me ! | ¢« What has been the matter with me ?
His smile’s not at all like & cherub's, ' he asked, after a while. “I could not
But rather a comical grin; | stir any more than though I was dead,
And his hair—well, it favors the sunbeams, | Put I knew all that was going on about
When sunbeams are wondrously thin, (me. Ugh! it was frightful waiting there
) | in the dissecting-room. I believe it was
| only the horror of it helped me to break
 the frightful spell.”
“T suppose you were in a sort of
trance,” Marion said, thoughtfully.

"

His eyes, though theyre blue, like the heav-
ens, ;
Are remarkably earthy with fun; H
And his mouth's rather large for & rosebud, |« What are you going to do with me ?”
Unless ‘twere a half opened one. | he asked again. ©
His hands don't resemble a fairy's | « T don't know, I am sure,” she said,
In the least. They're a strong little pair, with a sigh ; ‘“but you are safe here till
As vou'd think, T am sure, if he'd got you, | I can think.”

As oft he gets me—by the hair ! “T don't expect you to believe me,
4 | but Tam as innocent of the crime for
And heisn't a bit like a lily, | which I was brought here as you are.”

| “ Guilty or innocent, I pity you, you
| are so young.”

| Concealing him till the hue and ery
| were over, Marion smuggled him through
the gates in a woman’s dress and with a
basket of soiled clothes. And so the
mystery of Aymer Preston’s escape re-
mained a mystery.

* x *

Or any sweet blossom that grows,
For no flower on earth, I am certain,
Has a dear little canning pug nose.
He's himself—full of mischief, the darling, ,
And ss nanghty as naughty can be; [
And Fm glad that he isn’t angelic, '
For he’s just the right baby for me !
*

* *

' The years moved on. Marion was
THE WARDER'S DAUGHTER. twenty-five. Her father was dead. Her
s 4 ' idolized brother had perished in a brawl.
= | She was alone in- the world ; an invalid,
, e i living on the merest pittance earned with
Marion Hyde was a cripple, but forall'l her needle, but the same sweet-faced,
tlm.-‘s}.le. was beauntiful. Her father was | gweet-voiced girl who had won the hearts
warder in a prison. Among the prison- | of the prisoners in the gloomy abode of
ers was one at the registering of whose | which her father had begn warden,
name at his_eutrance Marion had been |  QOne day she was sent for to see about
present, and something in his youthful | gome embroidery. She was received by

=

th“‘ll,‘!h sullen face attracted her plt!ful | a young lm‘lv, and mmeth]_ng in the |

@anc>. He had stolen repeatedly from | yo irl’s .bri Marion’s
his benefactor, and finally had admitted | ;ﬁfé gﬂgmﬁﬁﬁuf_mw‘%ﬁ; hmlu;he
into the house in the mghttame a gang of | scen those eyes, so a_rg@ and so intense-
burzlars, who had secured considerable | ly black ? ’
booty and made off with it in safety, rave | * <« Why do you look at me so ?” asked
oue, after severely Por;ndmg the prpopri- | the young girl, with naive eagerness,
etor of the house. This onewhowasnot |  «You remind me of some one I have
ahle to escape betrayed the complicity of | known,” Marion answered, simply.
the young man in the affair. He was | « No one ever accused me of looking
tried, convicted and sentenced. | like anybody but Robert before,” laughed
There was no redeeming feature ap- | the gu'i
parently to the story, but somehow that |« AL yes, you do. I see the resem-
ﬁ:. ‘e hanuted the girl’s gentle thoughts. | blance now qﬁite strong,” and Marion’s
Perhaps it was because she had a young | face flushed with emotion. ¢ Perhaps
brother who was a wild lad, wandering | you are related to him. His name was
just now in disgrace, no one knew whith- | Aymer Preston.”
er, and all the more tenderly loved by | "« Oh!” cried the young girl, springing
Maricn because of his sad ways. "up, “and you are lame and joumnamé
One Cay as she leaned on the window | js Marion' Hyde. Tell the, lsn'tit? I
sill, looking with a wistful eadness into | knew it. Oh, Robert Wh’lt will von
the yard at the prisoners, one of them | gqy 97 ’ ’ :
looked up, and, changed as he was in

X i She vanished from Marion’s astonished
GUNEY W, th'n feature, she knew again | eyes, with the words on her lips.  She
the black, sullen eyes that yet were | was back, however, in a trice, and with
so nehow like an angry, obstinate child’s. | her came a tall, dark haired, heavily
Her glance followed him as though | pearded gentleman. i =
fascinated, and as he passed from sight | < Marion Hyde? Is is possible ?” he
she sighed softly and went in to look at | exelaimed, clasping both the little trem-
th> prison record for the poor lad’s | bling hands in his and putting them over
ua}!:e. x - | and again to his lips, which were quiver-
was Aymer Preston. | ing with emotion. “Surely you know
The next she knew of him he was in | jpe 2 S
the sick ward. . . “ You—you are Aymer Preston,” stam-
For a few weeks she saw him there, | mered Marion.

but the gloomy eyes never softened, only |
gazed straight before them from their
ho'low sockets, or hid themselves obsti-
na‘ely behind their wasted lids.

He never spoke, he scarcely ate; and
the prison physician told Marion that he
was dying of sheer inanition.

¢ It is my opinion he's trying to starve
himself to death,” he said.

Marion drew near the sick lad.

She bent over him and spoke with gen-
tie firmness,

But she might as well have talked to
the blank wall, for all sign he gave of
having heard her.

Marion left the ward with a shocked |
and anxious face, |

“ Let me know if there is any change, |
or you think of anything that I can do,” |
she then said to the doctor. !

But at dusk the doctor was called away

“Twas Aymer Preston, T am Robert
Liesson. A relative of my mother’s left

- me his property on condition of my tak-
| inzr his name.

I have searched for yon
va‘nly, Marion Hyde. My prosperity

' Las been bitter to me till now I find you.
' Oh! you shall never touch needle or work

rain.”
“No, indeed, that you shall not,”

chimed in she who had been the means

of this happy recognition ; and as she

| said it, both her arms were round Mari-

on’s neck, and she was sobbing and kiss-
ing her alternately. ‘‘Robert always
said he would never marry anybody but
you, and you'll have him, won't you,
dear ?” '

T have proved my innocence of that
charge of robbing my guardian,” said
Robert, gravely.  *‘ But it was long be-
fore I could do so. I followed np the

by serious illness in his own family, and | ;man whose testimony convicted me, till
near midnight the assistant, going his | he lay dying, and gave me a written con-
rounds, found Aymer Preston dead in | fession of false witnesses, My guardian
bed. . | paid hiatt to injure me. He wanted me

“ It 8 either make believe or heart | out of the way. I will not be soabrupt
break,” Dr. Pu‘ney said, sharply, when | gs to ask yon to marry me now, but as
word was brouyhit him, and he ordered | this rash sister of mine has eaid so
that Preston’s be.'y should be kept wrap- | much, I can do no less than testify to its

—

ped in blankets aud not removed till he
saw it.

The order was obeyed, but when three
days saw no change in the form, Dr. !
Patney having meanwhile examined it, |
it was removed t@ the dissecting-room. |

Marion Hyde'® window commanded & |
view of this mysterious and horror in-|
spiring apartment., As she stood at her |
window that night she thought, with a
vazue thrill of pain, of the one cold, still
tenant of that terrible rcom. !

She was not a timid, superstitious |
creature, nor by any means given to |
nervousness; so when she saw the win-
dow of the dissecting-room slowly lifted,
and s gaunt," wild face appear at the
opening, instead of gecreaming or run-
ning away, she stood still. She kuew
that her heart was throbbing wildly, but |
she knew also that it was no phantom she |
looked upon.  Doctor Putney had been |
right all the time. ~Aymer Preston was |
not dead, and thus he was making one |
wild effort for liberty. Marion Hyde
stood and watched him. |

She could 1ot have calied out just then
if he had been the most desperate and
hardened eriminal within those walls. |
Besides, the poor wretch was only mock- |
ing himself. ~ He conld not escape even |
now unless by a miracle.  She saw him |
stop presently beside a window, which |
opened into an upper hall, and after a |
long effort 1aise it and slowly drag him- |
self through, : :

Obering an impulse which she could |
not at the moment control, Marion softly |
opened her door and passed out witheut
her crutch for fear of the noise. She
reached the hall just as this poor wasted |
creature, after a brief rest, was urging |
his half paralyzed limbs to renewed
effort. At the sight of her he gasped
and dropped in a swoon, and Marion !
hurried to his side.  She dared not lefive
him, so she waited, rubbing his cold:
hands between her tender palms, till he
at last opened his eyes and she madle
him comprehend that she wanted him to
picce with her, .

truth. I have always loved your sweet,
dear face, Marion. I shall mever cease
to wish it my wife’s face till that wish is
realized.” |

And then he left Marion to his sister’s
petting and soothing.

“This morning I was alone—not a
friend in the wide world, and now "—

A burst of tears came to her relief.

She is Robert Liesson’s wife now, an:d
her beautiful eyes are as dovelike as ever
with compassion for the unfortunate,

How Bank (Clerks are Watched.

Every bank and every hotel in the
large cities has its own private detective,
who watches all who come and all who
go, from the partuers and officers to the
bell Loys and messengers. It is told of
the president of a well known banking
institution that now and again he sends
for some one of his clerks and holds
some such conversation as this:

“Last Tuesday,” he will eay, *‘vou
spent the evening at Jones’ billi:l
saloon, did you not ?”

“Yes, gir,” will stammer the astonish-
clerk,

“You took during the evening six
ronnds of drinks with your three com-
panions, of which you paid for fonr, did
yon not ?”

“Yes, sir,”
youth.

¢ Then you went to Mills’ and lost §15
at faro, is it not so ?
know. I know all about you.”

ed

replies the astonished

The president will then go on and tell 1

his man where he lives, how he lives,
whom he associates with and where he
gets his clothes; all this to let him sce
that he is watched, and to waim him
sgainst wrong doing of any kind.

Without discussing the wisdom of sub-
jecting a man to such a system ol sm-
veillance as this, without defending the
man who has so little self-respect as to
submit to it, it must be said that it is
very effective in keeping yonng men in
the right path,

Don't deny it—I |

(roes Into Steamboating,
The late Commodore Vauderbilt, with
that forecast of vision, that essential ele-

ment of genius which in every important |

event of his eareer never failed to assert

Vitself, saw that sailbonts were destined to |
lose their supremacy while he was inter- |

ested in sailing vessels, Eleven ycars
 had passed since Fulton's experimental
'trip up the Hudson. Abandoning’his
- successful business, he accepted the post
| of eaptain of a small steamboat at a salary
of £1,000 a year. At that day passengers
to Philadelphia were conveyed by steam-
| boat from New York to New Brunswick,
| where they remained all night, and the
| next morning took the stage for Trenton,
whence they were carried by stage to
| Philadelphia. For twelve years he com-
manded the steamboat (which was owned
| by Mr. Gibbons) ranning between New
| York and New Brunswick. The hotel at
New Brunswick where the passengers
stopped was at the same time given in
charge of his wife, whom he married
when only nineteen years of age. She
was the daughter of a neighbor on Staten
Island. Her maiden name was Sophia
Johnson, and thirteen children, nine
daughters and four sons, were the fruits
of this marriage. The botel business

boat, and why he rémained as eaptain so
| long was for the reason that the State of
New York had granted to Fnlton and
Livingston the exclusive right of run-
ning steamboats in New York waters.
Believing this grant unconstitutional, as
it was afterward declared by the supreme
court, Mr. Gibbons ran his boats in defi-
ance of it, and thus involved himself in a
fierce contest with the authorities of New
York. The brunt of the battle fell on
Captain Vanderbilt. TFor sixty succes-
sive days an attempt was made to arrest
him. Leaving his erew, who were also
liable to urrest in New Jersey, he would
approach the New York wharf, with «
lad at the helm, while he managed the
engine. As soon as the vessel was made
fast he would conceal himself in the
hold. - At the moment of starting an offi-
cer, who would be changed every day in
order to avoid recognition, would be in
readiness to arrest him,

“ You are my prisoner,” would say the
officer, tapping him on the shoulder.

“You are more like my prisoner,”
would respond the captain, and then or-
der: ‘Let go the lines.”

Fearing to be carried to New Jersey,
where a retaliatory act threatened him
with the State prison, the officer would
jump ashore, or failing in this, beg to be
put ashore, which request was of course
politely granted. In this and other
things the captain managed to evade the
laws. He fought the State of New York
for seven years until Chief Justice Mar-
ghall declared New York wrong and New
Jersey right. The opposition tried vain-
Ly to buy him off. *‘ No,” replied the
captain to all such offers, I shall stick
to Mr. Gibbons until he is through his
tronbles.” And he did stick and he car-
ried his point.

Mr. Gibbons offered to raise his salary
to £5,000 per year, but he declined the
offer, I did it on principle,” was his
reply to the question why he refused a
compensation that was so manifestly just.
“All T ever cared for was to carry my
point.”

e ————
An Indian Romance.

A dark, swarthy looking individual,
dressed in semi-Indian garb, was at the
Union depot, Omaha, making numerouns
inquiries in very imperfect English dia-
lect coneerning the name of C. G. Gas-
kill, who left some portion of eastern
Towa for an overland trip to California
during the gold excitement of 1851.
This half wild fellow claimed that he was
the son of this Gaskill, and that he was
about five or six years old when his
father set out-with his family for the
overland wagon trip to California. The
| family, two years later, were in Arizona,
| and one night the Apache Indians made
|an attack upon them and carried him

away, while the others made their escape.
Mr. Gaskill has a very vivid recollection
of the battle, and also the long wagon
trip from Iowa, while he has little or no
recpllection of the home or just where it
was located. He was carried away by the
Indiaus and lived with them, sharing the
same neglect and attention as their own
children, until he grew to manhood. He
| deseribes his life as being pleasant and
one that he fully enjoyed. He became
acquainted with the great chief Cochise
and followed him in many of his battles.
He painted, tattooed and besmeared his
skin like the savages themselves, until
now it has the same coppery color. He
deseribes Cochise as being a great war-
rior and a most wonderful savage. He
remained with these Indians nntil about
six years ago, when he was captured by
the Comanches in one of their battles
with the Apaches, and with them he led
a wandering existence, first as a captive
' and afterward as one of the tribe, Last
| fall he became tired of such a mode of
| existence and left the tribe, and making
' his way toward the Pacific coast, made

inquiries concerning his family, but

failed to learn anything of them. In his

wandering, nomadie life he had accumu-

lated considerable wealth in the form of

gold «nst, and on the proceeds of this he
' was traveling in search of his lgst home
| and friends.  No one seemed to be able
to give him any information, and he
| started on his way east to prosecute his
i search in Town.

A Flimsy Del’ons{'_. -

The case of Ann L. Neill against the
Aworican Popular Life Insurance Com-
peis was brought to trial before Judge
Freedman and a jury, in the superior
court, at New York city. The plaintifi
sued on a policy of £5,000 taken out on
the life of her deceased husband, The
company defended the action on the
ground of a diserepancy of one year in
the age of the insured, given in his ap-
plication for insurance, as compared
| with the statement of;his age given on
| the proof of his death. The sow of the
insured, who put in the proof of death,
testitied that }m must have made a mis-
take, Judge Freedman promptly di-
I rected a verdiet for the plaintiff for
165195, An extra allowance of five per
cent. was awarded to the plaintiff's coun-
sel. The jndge also refused a stay of
the entry of judgment for sixty doys
asied for by the company’s coursel,
| The eourts require a pretty good reason
{ on the part of a life insurance’ company,
when the latter endeavors fo avmia the
| payment of & poiicy,

]

proved more profitable than the steam- ’

[ LOVE TRIED BY FIRE,

| Ten Seconds of Doubt an Age of AgonyeseA
Farmer and his Wife Describe their Nen-
wntions in the Falling Cars.

It every individual who went down

with the i1l fated railroad train at Ashta-
bula and lived through the experience

' were to write up his or her sensations and |

adventures none would display that cool-
nesa and heroism deseribed by Johnson
' B. Orburn and his wife, who were on
| their way to the Saginaw valley.
'are past forty, and Mr. Orbum is an
' Ohio farmer, who lately purchased a

! farm in Saginaw county.

| pulled out from Ashtabula the farmer's days, The weather is so beautiful ; times | correct.

| wife began eating luncheon, and her hus-
' band was trying to read a newspaper by
the light of the dim lamp.

He rays he felt the first movement
i when the bridge gave way. He first im-
' agined that one of the wheels under his
| car had become detached, as the corner

| of the car seemed to settle down a little,
| He dropped the paper and seized the
| back of the seat in front of him.  Then

{ the whole car seemed to lift up, and sev-

| eral women shrieked in alarm. There
| was no sensation of falling. On the
| contrary, both agree that they thonght

the car was running up a steep hill
{ This would prove that the rear end of
| their car settled down first. From the
| time the bridge gave way till the cars
| struck the ice not more than ten seconds
| could have clapsed, and yet during that
| brief interval the husband threw one
| arm around his wife, she grasped the seat
and asked what had happened, and he
told her to secure a brace for her feet and
added: ““We are off the track and run-
ning through the fields !”  The rear end
of their car struck first, smashing itse
to kindling wood, the debris being
thrown over the passengers in front.
| The farmer found himself on the floor,
| held down by a mass of wreck on his left
leg, while his wife was thrown across
him, with the wreck of two or three seats
holding her against the side of the car.
While thus held, and before either
spoken, one end of the car settled & lit-
tle and the wife was released.

«Mary, are you living?” asked the
husband, being his first words after the
fall. She replied that she was not even
hurt, beyond 2 bruise or two, and by
this time the shouting and confusion
around them proved that the train was
off the track, though neither one sus-
pected that it was more than a tumble
into a wayside ditch. It was wonderful
how a woman could retain her presence
‘of mind under such exciting circumstancs,
but Mrs. Orburn didn't even ery out
after the shock. Scores of other passen-
gers were shrieking in pain and fright es
the cold waters flooded one eund of the

the other.

The woman cleared herself of the
broken eeats just as the fire started, and
she then ascertained thd® her husband
was pinned fast to the floor by the wreck
of matter on his leg, which was partially
bent around one of the iron standards of
xseat. She worked with all her might
to set him free, but the raging flames-
were now only a few feee away, and the
smoke and heat were becoming terrib le

“ Mary, take hold of my foot, bend my

see if yon can't break it!” called the
husband, who thought he could easily
free himself if the leg was released from
its cramped position. The wife seized
his foot, meaning to obey, but at that
moment the car lurched over a little and
her husband released himself. When
they left the car her dress was on fire,
showing that another minute would have
enveloped both in the flames.

Both were able to walk to the hotel as
soon as released, having escaped with
only a few bruises. The heroic wife and
mother was not only ready to obey her
husband’s orders, but she had a plan of
her own.

“When I saw the flames just upon
us,” she said, ““and while I was sure
that my husband would be burned alive,
I made up my mind to put one of the
cushions over him, lie down on top of
that, and hope that, while T was being
burned up help would come to him for
our children’s sake.”

enough to break my leg,” added the hus-
band, *‘and then it would be all up with
me. I was going to have her get out,
and then, rather than be burned alive, I
was going to destruction. Well, I had
this big knife in my right hand pocket,
and my right arm was free to get it and
use,it !”

- - .
A Plucky Captain,

The schooner Baracoa, of Booth Bay,
Me., discharged a cargo at Ponce, Porto
Rico. The customs authorities there de-
clared that there was an informality
about the matter, although no frand
was charged, and a_fine of $4,300, gold,
was levied against the veseel.  No time
was given the captain to consult with the
owners at home, and the officer was in
trouble. A Spanish gunboat lay along-
side the schooner and threatcnedv et any
moment to take possession of her. The
captain of the schooner not appreciating
the positich in which he was placed,
glipped her chains and athalf-past eleven
o'clock A. ». went off like a bird, and be-
fore the astounded and dumbstruck offi-
cials on the gunboat could collect their
senses, She gotall sail set, and was
three miles away in the briefest possible
| time. Asshe went off she sprung her
| Inff and saluted the port with her colors
three times three. The gunboat was sent
in chase as soon as she could get up
steam, but the schooner was out of sight
in a very short time.

A Self-Made Man.

No better specimen of the * Whitting-
ton ” ideal of the English self-made man
could be found than the late Mr. George
Moore. His life was exactly that of the
Industrions Apprentice. He used to
tell how he first came to London without
a friend or a sixpence, and, walking
about the streets, entered a draper’s
shop to ask for employment.  This was
at first refused; but the owner was won
by some answer, or something in the
| bearing of the candidate, who, on the
| day of his engagement, set before himself
two purposes to be worked ont—!o be
head of the establishment and marry his
master's danghter. In both of these
aims he succeeded; and the house of
Moore, Copestake & Co. i8 now one of
| the most importent wholesale stores in
| the kingdom,

| e

Both |

As the train |

car and the flames began to eat dway at |

leg toward you with all your might and

«T was afraid she wouldn't be strong |

A UNIQUE ANNOUNCEMENT.

flow James Gordon Bennetty Sit, Informed |

ihe Public of His Approaching Marringe.

The following is the announcement of !

the intended marringe of the senior
James Gordon Bemnett as publiched by
him in the flerald in June, 1840.

lished :

TO THE READERS OF THE HERALD—DEC-
LARATION OF LOVE—CAUGHT AT LAST—
GOING TO BE MARRIED—NEW MOVEMENT
IN CIVILIZATION.

. Tam going to be marriedin a few

'are getting so good ; the prospects of

 political and moral reform so auspicious

| that I cannot resist the divine instinet of
| honest nature any longer ; so I am going

't be married to one of the most splen-

did women in intellect, in heart, in soul,
| in property, in person, in manner, that

' 1 have yet seen in the course of my in-

teresting pilgrimage through human life.
* * * ] cannot stop in my career. I

| must fulfill that awful destiny which the |

Almighty Father has written against my
name, in the broad letters of life against
the wall of heaven. I must give the
'world a pattern of happy wedded life,
| with all the charities that spring from a
nuptial love. Inafew days I shall be
' married according to the holy rites of
' the most holy Christian church to one
'of the most remarkable, accomplished
' and beautiful young women of the age.
| She possesses a fortune. I songht and
' found a fortune—a large fortune. She
i has no Stonington shares or Manhattan
stock, but in purity and unrightness she

' is worth a million of pure coin. Can

If | any sﬁnﬁn]jgg bank show as much? In

good sense and elegance another half
Imillinn; in mind, soul and besuty, mil-
' lions upon -millions, equal to the whole
' specie of all the rotten banks in the world.
‘ Happily, the patronage of the public to
| the Herald is nearly $25,000 per annum,
| almost equal to a President’s salary.

had | But property in the world’s goods was

never my object. Fame, public good,
usefulness in my day and generation, the
religiousassociations of female excellence,
.the progress cf true industry—these
have been my dreams by night and my
desire by day.

In the new and holy conhdition into
which I am about to enter, and
to enter with the same reverential
feelings as I would heaven itself,
| I anticipate some signal changes in
my feelings, in my views, in my dir-
| poses, in my pursuits, What they may
' be I know not—time alone can tell. My
| ardent desire has been throngh life to
reach the highest order of human excel-
lence by the shortest possible cut.
Associated, night and day, in sickness
| and in health, in war and i peace, with
a woman of the highest order of excel-
lence, must produce some curious re-
sults in my heart and feelings, and these
results the future will develop in due
time in the columns of the fHerald,

Meantime I return my heartfelt thanks
for the enthusiastic patronage of the
public, both of Europe and America.
The holy estate of wedlock will only in-
crease my desire to be still more useful.
God Almighty bless you all.

James GORDON BENNETT.

Mr. Bennett published a postseript to
| the announcement to the effect that until
| after his marriage and honeymoon he
| wonld have no time to waste in replying
| to the attacks of rival editors, and two
| days after the wedding the event was
noticed as follows at the head of the edi-
torial columns of the paper :

MARRIED,

On Saturday afternocn, the sixth inst.,
| by the Rev. Dr. Power, of St. Peter’s

Catholic church, in Barclay street, James
Gordon Bennett, the proprietor and
editor of the New York Herald, to Henri-
etta Agnes Crean. What may be the
effect of this event on the great newspa-
per contest now waging in New York
: time alone can show.

Practicing Economy.

The practice of economy on the part
of the people of the United States, says
' an exchange, for thirteen years has hada
marked effect on imports, which have
fallen off so heavily as to materillay af-
fect the income of the government from
customs duties. The customs receipts in
December were nearly $2,000,000 less
than in November, aud $2,316,177 less
than in December, 1875.  The receipts
from customs during the last six months
of 1876 were £64,539,958, and from in-
ternal revenue _they were 857,033,420,
which was a falling off from last year of
$11,962,000 in the former and $124,372
in the latter, and upward of $12,000,000
inall. The result of this large falling
off is that the liabilities of the govern-
ment in December exceeded its receipts
by £3,585,142. During the last six
months of 1876 the public debt was di-
minished 86,578,000, which is £2,338, 428
less than during the last six months of
1875. These figures show the effect of
the private economies of the people on
the resources of the government, and if
imports continue to fall off during this
vear as they did in 1876 there will be an
inerease of the public debt.  This state
of things calls for prompt aud wise legis-
lation cn the part of Congress.

The Russian Army.

A correspondent at Paris, discussing
the various rumors concerning the condi-
tion of the Russian army, says the truth
is the army continues to be organized
with great rapidity. The men are neith-
er so unhealthy nor so discouraged as
they have been represented to be, and
will be perfectly ready to take the field
in two months, provided a eapable gen-
eral is placed at their head. The real
complaint of the Grand Duke Nicholas is
inefliciency.  The moderation of Russia
is not caused by military weakness, but
by her desire to throw the blame of pro-
voking war in Turkey.

Ivgy.—Report has it that a river of

ferrnginous soil,the other draining a peat
swamp. The water of the former is

strongly impregnated with iron, that of | X8p

the latter with gallie acid. When the
two waters mingle the acid of ohe unites
with the rom of the athey, forming mtme
ink,

It |
created a sensation when it was pub- |

genuine ink has been discovered in Al-|
geria, It is formed by the union of two |
streams, one coming from a region of |

(iood for the Eyesight.

| They tell an incident in Chicago |
about mortgaged property and old Long |

Jolm Wentworth, who is considered one
of the renl estate fathers of Chicago. Al-
most every piece of land in Chicago 18
mortgaged. Mr. Wentworth is a vener-
able, grand old man. No one knows his
age. Senator Logan says that Long
| John fell out with Columbus at Palos,
and came over to America in a C
| steamer and bought up some corner lots
' in Chicago before the great Italian navi-
| gator set out on his tour of discovery.
| However, I regard this as an error,
 which one of the returning boards should

| Ex-Mayor Hoyne here says that for
' the last year Long John Wentworth has
| been known to stand for hours in front
| of the piece of ground owned by the gov-
| ernment, and on which Mr. Mullett has
| tried, in the new post-office, to build a
| young American ruin to vie with Kenil-
worth castle, He says Mr. Wentworth
has stood in front of the board fence
' surrounding this piece of government
land and peeked—actually peeked
through a knothole into this post-offic

yard for hours at a time. Mr. V,’d
worth’s actions got to be very myster-
ous, They begun to excite the grave
comments of the whole city. “ What
does he mean,” they asked, ‘‘ standing
there, hour after hour, looking through
the knotholes and cracks in that post-
office fence ?”

One day the truthful, silver haired
Mr. Story of the Times saw Mr. Went-
worth looking, as usual, through his fa-
vorite knothole. ~ You know Mr. Story
would not tell alie for all the hatchets
in Virginia. Well, after he had watched
Mr. Wentworth one day for about three
hours, standing there in a drizzling rain
and peering through a crack, he went up
to him and said :

¢ Mr., Wentworth, I beg your pardon,
but I can’t bear this suspense any longer.
Tell me what in the name of Grant and
%:riretumm' g board are you looking at?

n I!_-

¢ Oh, nothing, Mr.
but ”—

“¢Nothing but!” That's a pre
way to talk, Mr. Wentworth, after stand-
ing here in the rain for three hours with
your eyes on that erack! Looking at
-nothing but!”  Likely story, Mr.
Wentworth. No, sir; there’s a mystery
here somewhere. Now tell me—tell me
what you see.”

“ Well,” said Mr. Wentworth, “ if you
must know the truth, Mr. Story, the
honest truth, I came out here to improve
my eyes. It does my old eyes , and
has done ’em good ever since the fire,
to come here and look through the fence
and see a piece of land in Chicago that
ain’t mortgaged.”

If any one doubts this story, and I am
sorry to say ed people

Story, nothing

that many misguid
are disposed to be always questioning
the veracity of my stories, they can come
here to Chicago thems¢'ves and see the
cracks in the fence ax” the knotholes
and the land without any mortgage on it
that Long John Wentworth looked at.
—FEli Perkins.

North Caralina Bankers.

The ‘“bankers,” who live along the
North Carolina banks, are a peculiar
people. Like the Florida ‘‘cracker,”
their origin is wrapped in mystery. The
have little intercourse with the worlds:
and that little is confined to an imter-
change of commodities. ~They are ex-
pert fishermen and hunters, and the
range for both is wide. They make their
own nets, hollow out a cypress log, and
fashion and trim it to the semblance of a
boat, cultivate a little patch of potatoes,
and live and flourish in a sort of rude in-
dependence, if not antagonism to their
more civilized neighbors across the Zhan-
nel.  They are happily ignorant of the
making and unmaking of Presidents, and
the turmoil of the world generally in no
way disturbs the equanimity of their
lives.

At the extreme end of Bogue banks,
and eight miles from Cape Lookout, is
Fort Macon. A broken down parapet
and a few dilapidated looking guns con-
stitute the fort. A row of neat cottages
shows the quarters of the officers, and a
solemn tower is said to be the hospital
So close a resemblance does this fort
bear to a prison that desertion is of very
common occurrence, In this emergen:
the soldier and banker are of use to eazz
other. The former, after making his
escape, takes his way along the banks
until he falls in with a banker’s hut, and
there disposes of his blouse, pants and
cap, receiving in return a complete suit
of mnondescript apparel. ~ Then the
transformed soldier 18 ferried across the
sound by the accommodating banker,
becomes a civilian,cancels his engagement
and is rarely brought to justice. A few
years ago a soldier, tired of the monoto-
nous life of the crazy old fort, made his
escape in the customary manner, and,
after wandering through several States
in the direction of the frontier, at last
found employment in a circus. There
he completely sunk his identity, and be-
came a daring bareback rider. More
than three years had elapsed, when an
officer strolled into the show, at that
time performing in Iowa. The officer
recognized the delinquent and, armed
with the necessary extradition papers,
clapped his hand on the soldier acrobat,
and eonveyed him back to his old quar-
ters at the dismal end of Bogue banks.

Length of Days.

The following table shows the duration
of the longest and shortest days in the
principal capitals throughout the world,
corrected for refraction, ete., and carried
out to the nearest minnte :

. : Length ar the Length of the
Name of M‘nn.: Latitude, [L-on:uf i &O?‘:‘d vy

Dey., Min, H. M, H. M.

Washington...| 99 0 N| 14 52 9 u
Stockh: lm.....| 59 20 N| 18 a0 5 54
Copenhagen...| 55 41 N 17 20 6 54
| St.Petersburg.| 59 56 N| 18 44 5 4
! Berlin ..cv..00 52 41 N| 16 34 7 4
| London ..eese. 51 31 N| 16 #2 T #
Edinburgh....| 86 57 N| 17 3 6 B5)
Dablin... .... 53 22 N| 18 56 7 18
' Amsterdam....| 52 22 N| 16 44 7T 9
Vienns........| 48 13 N| 15 54 8 17
Parig....ecuee 48 50 N| 18 [3 8 10
Madrid. ..... 4) 25 N| 15 0 9 M
Lisbon........ 38 42 N M oo 9 4
Cafro..... ce0e 30 3 N 4 0 10 10
Naples........ 4) 50 N| 15 3 9 M
| Constaotinople| 41 1 N| 15 4 9 12
Caleulta,,.....| 232 88 N| 13 2 10 42
Pekin ....,....| 39 08 N| 14 B4 ? 13
, Cape Town, .| 83 66 B 1t = | I b
| Paual®@,erave| B B4 N 12 nA “ 44
| Bpdoey,. o i H BB i n L

Items of Interest.

The average age of cheep is ten years ;
cows, fifteen ; hogs, fifteen, and horses,
not used as beasts of burden, twenty.

Said a man to another : D_on'tforgf!f-
the baby ; give my love to him.” gald
the other man: *’Eain’ta 'im, ‘e¢s 3
'er.l’

A London newsboy found a $2,000 dia-
mond which he carried about in his
pocket for a month without knowing its
worth.

Citizens of Fort -Griffin, Texps, car-
tured eleven men who were tortn
off twenty-seven head of stolen horses,
and hanged them all in the woods.

Some physicigns now_claim that the
eneral prevalence of diphtheria 18 due
'in a great degree to the gas which is
| thrown off from coal stoves in ill ventila-

If, as was the case in “ g lottery litiga-
tion,” in New York, a stockholder in &
| lottery fails to get his own share of the
money, what are the chances of the

ticketholder ? £

In nearly every city throughout
count’ ﬂlzexitsof t eaters have been
officially examined since the Brooklyn
disaster, and in most of them alterations
have been ordered.

ractice
has resulted in the ruin of th, and
in many cases in ysis death-
Besides it is-a vulgar habit.
year, not less than 36,000
|head of beef cattle ::;e been %?;;n
from eastern Orego: eastern
ington down toward the Pacific reilroad,
the greater part destined for San Fran-
cisco. .
A Philadelphia policeman, eomm:'te‘d:D

i mouth, The nent
in your freq m{’

So far this

the judge,
by the roots and
her throne.”

Hmydn.fnrmarl’s bo:
city and struggles along i
1i.fg: with nothing to show for his labor
except that he has thoronghly learned
that o half starved lawyer is less to be
envied than a well fed iarmei %

The people often make lunders in
their choice ; they are apt to mistake
presenoeofapeeehforpm_oeo{mmd;
they love so to help a man rise from the

that they spoil a good dema~
gogue to make a bad general.

She wouldn’t stand to have a tooth
pulled for one
thousand dollars,
two sizes too --j“l' or hier,

Py
i

don hospi 3 rel
limb at the hip joint
alarming eotall:gasel'h
tient sunk e operator
had eight ounces of blood injected sfrom
his arm to the bo%;s, and then con
the operation. e boy is doing well.
About 1,200 Icelanders have immi-
ted into Manitoba and eettled on
is:ke ‘Winni st a place which they
call Gimli, The colonial goyernment
has given them land a.ndh:ﬁe‘lthemto
get over. They are very unlucky, how-
ever; this winter, numbers of them, es-
pecially children, having died of small-
pox.

Four wars within the last fifteen years
have cost Great Britain upward of £16,-
000,000 sterling. The Persian e
cost £900,000.

from
antl

) .

New Zealand
ew A
beyond the yew: 1866, was mm
£765,000; and the war -
ed the i of £8,000,000 or
£9,000,000. '

It is a fact worth thinking gboutthat
Africa is three times as densely popula-
ted as America. The whmaleg number
of inhabitants in Africa on about eleven
and 2 balf squsre miles of territory is
more than twice that in America on about
fifteen and a half square miles, In
America the average is five and &
people to the square nule, in
seventeen and a half, =

The numberof pilgrims who assem 7
last year at Mecea is stated to have been
140,000, Of these 40,000 were conveyed
by sea, and the remainder by caravans
across the continent. The whole number
is below the average of former years, the
1‘41.1]1'.!1%J off being accounted for by the
French government having forbidden the
pilgrimage from Algiers in tonsequence
of the prevalence of cholera in Syria.

T — ———————

The Dead of the Year.

The year of our Lord 1876 will always
be remembered for the deaths of great
men and women which occurred durin
the twelve months, Of preachers an
priests Cardina’s Antonelli and Tarnoczy,
the Rev. Henry Boehm (who had lived
and done good works for a century), the
Rev. Dr. Bushnell, Protestant Episcopal
Bishop Johns, the Rev. Dr. Sprague,
the Rev. George Peck, President
of Amberst Co.lege, Bishop Janes of the
Methodist Episcopal church, and the
Rev. Dr. Durbin are among the manv
who have died. Among notable states-
men and jurists the deaths are
of Francis Deak, Reverdy Johnson,

President Roberts of Liberia, Chief

Justice Gilpin of Delaware, ex-Governor

Wise of Virginia, ther with those of
r Michael Kerr, H. H. Stark-

werther, Trusten Polk, H. G. Blake,

John A. Searing, Allen T.

Francis P. Blair, Sr., and James W. Nye,

all of whom were, or had been, members

of the United States Congress. Turkey
has lost two sultans, altho there has
been little apparent there for
either of them ; Portagal lost a
princess. Of soldiers, Santa Anna, the
American Generals Custer, Bragg, (‘!;‘

A. Smith, Gordon Granger are a
those who have died. The

navy has lost Commodore hen Dece-
tar, John Pope and 1 ham,
George Sand, Harriet Martinean, He:
Kingsley, Francis Palacky, '
| Russel, John Forster, Orestes A. Brown-
| son, G, M. D. Bioss, Charles C. Ches-
| ney, gnd George Alfred Lawrcnce have
| ended forever their literary labors. The
| stage has
| Frederick
Alexander T. BStewart;
 noblest phi

' Hows, and the list

lost Cuarlotte Cushigan and
Lemaitre. New York lost
Boston its
Semuel G,
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